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DORINE. No, I would have you do nothing of
the sort. I perceive that you would like to be
Monsieur Tartuffe's; and I should be wrong,
now that I come to think of it, to turn you from
such a union. What right have I to oppose your
wishes? The match in itself is very advantageous.
Monsieur Tartuffe! oh, oh! That is not a pro-
posal to be despised. Certainly Monsieur Tar-
tuffe, all things considered, is no fool; no, not at
all, and it is no small honour to be his better
half. Already everyone crowns him with glory.
He is a noble in his own country, handsome in
appearance; he has red ears and a florid com-
plexion* You will live only too happily with such
a husband.
MARIANE, Good gracious! . . .
DORINE. How joyful you will be to see your-
self the wife of such a handsome husband!
MARIANE. Ah! leave off such talk, I pray, and
rather assist me to free myself from this match..
It is finished: I yield, and am ready to do any-
thing.
DORINE. No, a daughter ought to obey her
father, even if he wishes her to marry an ape*
Yours is an enviable fate: of what do you com-
plain? You will drive down in the stage-coach
to his native town, where you will find plenty of
uncles and cousins, whom it will be your great
delight to entertain. You will be introduced d*-*
rectly into the best society. You will go and